








IN LIKE FLYNT 



Internal vaginal shot from Through the Looking Glass. 







ANDY WARHOL: He’s elusive, but we tracked him down, made 
all the arrangements, and now you can join us as we spend a day 
with the most celebrated artist of our times. 


TELEVISION: They’re hot, they’re heavy, and they’re ready. We 
sent ace reporter Trixie Balm to check out the group that's begin¬ 
ning to shake up the rock world. 

CONDOMS: More popular than ever, condoms are now available 
in a confusing array of styles, colors, shapes, and sizes. 
NATIONAL SCREW investigative reporter Boyd Hunter checked 
them out, and filed this report that answers, once and for all, the 
question of just what the well-sheathed man really wears. 
ARCADE COMIX: It’s the foremost underground comic book in 
America. Why? Take a look. Not for the squeamish. 

FU MANCHU: Master criminal, or master pimp? The search for 
the man behind the legend leads to hidden manuscripts, opened 
in NATIONAL SCREW first (and exclusively) for your edification 
and enlightenment. 

HARRY REEMS: Porn filmdom’s main martyr tells what it’s like 
getting fucked in films and in court. 

WANT MORE? How about pages and pages of outrageous humor 
.. .a look at life after life.. .girls.. .more Malice in Wonderland 
.. .a report on recently discovered but unreported monsters... 
recipes for a buttocks brunch.. .and more girls! 



In January’s National Screw 












of this slick package our 
accountants lovingly call 
NATIONAL SCREW. 


■ OUR MASTER’S VOICE 


^CHRISTINE 

Photo essay by Klaus Gutmann 
Form follows function. Christine 
follows no one. You should follow 



In which Alice Cooper's favorite 
artiste explains it all to the complete 
satisfaction of everyone within 


earshot. 




//A WHAT’S YOUR WORST 
h*K NIGHTMARE? 

Survey by Jeff Goldberg 

In which many of the merely famous 

the middle of the night. 
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Photos by Anthony Loew; article by 
Stan Bernstein 
Do you prefer a French or an 
Oriental fantasy? What about a nice 
shag, or Astroturf? 


\/\ MALICE 

IN WONDERLAND 

Cartoon by Wallace Wood 
A return trip through the looking 
glass with Wallace of Wonderland. 



Parody by Robert Romanoli 
Terminology for dipshits with 
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*NEW JOHANNESBURG 

by Mary Harron and the overworked 
editors at NATIONAL SCREW 
The latest diamond in the tacky tiara 
of media maggot Clay Velker. 
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A game by Robert Romanoli and 
Sean Daly 

Go directly to bed. Do not pass G< 
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DEAD BODE 


Cartoon by Al Sirois 

Don't let it get you all choked up. 
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HOT TYPE 


Compiled by Manny Neuhaus 
A collection of absolutely true 
events, collected by one of the most 
truthful guys you could meet. 
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7 7dON’T get around 

■ ■ MUCH ANYMORE 

Cartoon by Art Spiegelman 
It doesn't have many words, so look 
at the pictures slowly. 




Movie photo feature 
New England, 
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SMUT 

FROM THE PAST 


Column by J.J, Kane 

Gash we know, but garters we had 

to ask dad about, and this is what he 
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THE ART 

OF PUSSY EATING 


92 


MALE 

FUCKABILITY TEST 


Questionnaire by Dr. Taddeus L. 
Farnboggle, Ph.D. 


If you score too low, chances are 
you don't score at all. But cheer up. 
There are other things in life. Like 
suicide. 
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BELIEVE IT OR EAT IT 


Humor by Yossarian 

This has been researched for 

accuracy by Croatian terrorists. 





























































OurMasler’sVow 





CHRISTINE 

THE MODEL AS THE 

My Grossmutter, Helga von Schnapp, came to America in 1937 — the year Walter Gropius was 
appointed Senior Professor of Architecture at Harvard University. She brought with her a son, 
Walter Gropius von Schnapp, my father. Now Grossmutti never said Papa was Herr Gropius’ son- 
but she had been a janitress at Dessau in 1925, when the Bauhaus was there. 

Whether it was true or not, Papa always looked at Herr Gropius, whom he never met, asashining 



VON SCHNAPP 

ARTIS T’S INSTRUMENT 


ideal. And when he got older he became a block and tackle designer, very Bauhaus. Papa said he 
was the true heir to Bauhaus for only the block and tackle combined form and function with no silli¬ 
ness. Once, a construction man asked Papa to make a round block. Papa rose from his desk, stood 
straight and said, "If de square iz gut enuf for Josef Albers, is gut enuf for me." It was a proud 
moment for the von Schnapps. 








CHRISTINE 

When I grew up I wanted to follow in my father's footsteps, but Grossmutti said it was not right a 
woman should make squares. A woman is round and meant for round things. Our family is all very 
Bauhaus. Still, I had an urge to be creative, wanted to create clear communication in its most vivid 
form, but I wasn't any good at typography. 


VON SCHNAPP 

One day in front of my mirror, I was searching for my Gestalt, when I noticed my form. Good hips, 
but not breeding hips, good solid breasts, but not for feeding. I thought about vivid communication 
and realized that I should be photographed nude. Nudity is vividly communicative, and my form fit 
the function, ja? So, here I am, communicating: fulfilled! 
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Sex, Money, & Murder: 
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A Conversation 
With Dali 


by Victor Bockris and Andrew Wylie 


















Dali 

(continued) 

kaput? 

DALI: No, is good for make child for 


the flies penetrate in your sea and 

BW: What do you think about sex be- 
tween people and animals? 

DALI: Ah, this is good. Is very good 
with dolphins. The dolphins is the 




United States collapse? 
sex becoming in the leg, and the 

BW: They make money off the leg? So 
people like Brigitte Bardot, they be¬ 
gin now to photograph her leg? 

DALI: No, new legs. Is necessary vir¬ 
ginal legs. 

BW: Ah, virginal. Why virginal? 

DALI: Because people is only interested 


earth. And the n 

BW: Is spiritual lov 

the same as spiritual love between a 
man and a woman? 

DALI: One day, one; other day, the 
other is good. But too much special¬ 
ization is boring. 

BW: Too much, right. And you think 
God is asexual, then? 

DALI: The angels is not sexual. Only 
through the eye. The vision just of 

sperm pass through the eye. Olel 
Dali looks up smiling. A tall, thin 


BW: Would they put pictures of flies’ 
legs in magazines? 

DALI: Start with flies’ legs, already 

BW: In Scientific American. Do you 
believe in love? 

DALI: Love, yes. But completely spir¬ 
itual love. 

on, or how does it come about? 

DALI: There is one question of the 
people becoming tired of pornogra- 

people will start making love 
dressed. In Spain, in the renaissance 
period, the people is full brocade 
dresses and only one little hole for 
the penis. And is also very good for 
flies. Because in Spain is one dress, 
the name is Pulgeras, and this means 
that this is closed, everything is 
closed, because the flies hurt you too 


matically into the room breathing 
“Ahhhh!” and “Bonsoirrrrr!” at various 

men tell each other that this is Donyale 
Luna, famed jet set courtesan, model. 
She sashays up to Dali, rolls out another 
“Bonsoirrrrrrrrr, Maestrrroo—ahhh!” 

and Dali, bounding to his feet, kisses 
her hand, points out a chair for her, 
tells his assistant to get her a drink, and 
abruptly sits down. His court is in¬ 
creasing. Some 20 people who have fil- 

circle around Dali and the two young 
men whose faces are lit by the tiny can¬ 
dle flames. Every eye is on Dali as the 


er fall in 


u fuck the more ugly people 


DALI: Because the libido desire all 
time something repulsive. 

BW: Do you think S&M is repulsive? 

DALI: No. This is only liked by sado¬ 
masochistic people. 

BW: Do you think S&M is a trend 
that’s going to pick up? 

DALI: No, is disappear in three or four 


•s. Now 


s the m 
:ompletely contrary. 


of the shadows. “Excuse me, Gala is on 
the telephone.” Dali gets up, humming 
a symphony, and ducks between 
chairs, moving briskly toward the tele¬ 
phone. As he speaks to his wife he hops 
from foot to foot, beaming, giving in¬ 
to dinner with the PrincipeLa. § § 




. Dali, b 



1 •« 

DALI: N 



DALI: 1 

“Dali love only Mme Dali 

\ H{l> 1 

DALI: I 
“Than 

and money. Gold is 

i G! vUi 

BW: Di! 

essential.” 

! Ill 

when ■ 
DALI: * 

Photograph by Nancy Cramptoh 


very p 
BW: Yol 


DALI: Yes, yes, yes! But for me is im¬ 
possible because perhaps I am 
having one very little anus, or some¬ 
thing. 

BW: How did you feel about your life 
when you weren’t impotent? 

DALI: Never much pleasure in the sex. 

BW: Really? 

DALI: Because is more disagreeable 
than agreeable. 

BW: Is that because of the emotional 

DALI: No like. I’m afraid of the sex. 
Is necessary a little masturbation for 
prove myself that this little object is 


At this very moment, the glass doors 
at the back of the room open slowly, 

dachshund, followed by two male 
members of his entourage. Warhol 
stands carefully in the doorway for a 

chatting in undertones with one or two 






















































nly sold under the bemused and watchful’ey® of the 
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Success may fill the days with dreamlike fame and fortune, 
but does it help anyone to sleep better? 

To find out, courageous Jeff Goldberg, putting phone to ear, 
asked a veritable crowd of celebrities: 


























































AUCTION 

MAGNIFICENT ANTIQUE 
CARPETS 


THE PRIVATE COLLECTION OF THE MESSRS. 
MUSTAFFI AND AHMED BEN-DOVER* 
MARRAKESH & NEW YORK 


CONNOISSEUR 

PIECES 


With Reproductions 
and Full Color Plates 



SLOTHABY-PORKE BENNET INC., MANAGERS 

















(photographed: 






























































































































by Robert Romanoli 

Ever wonder what all those concrete cowboys with their fancy CB rigs were really saying? 


“I’ve got a red-hot rutabaga” — 

“Abbie Hoffman cornin’ at ya” — 
“Goin’ to drop acid with Dr. Timmy” — 
“Cream cheese on a pumpernickle bagel” — 

“My Audrey Meadows ” — 

“AGHHH! MY LEG! MY LEG!” - 
“You’re fulla shit” — 
“Doom them bloomers” — 
“Make ’em meditate” — 

“Eat poop, honky” — 


“Wreck ’em on a raft” ■ 

“I’m rollin’ a load of old” 

“I have to do Number Two” 
“My girl has edible panties” 

“The smokies are rollin’ me" 
"I’m soakin'the rolls” 

“I like country music” 
“This is good china breakln’on ya" 
“Rollin’ into Reaganland” 
“Sun Myung Moon cornin’ at ya” 

“Doom Room ” 
“This rig is my woman” 
“Racin’ through Riottown" 
“I’m hopin’ she’s open for ropin’ and gropin’ ’’ 
“Bay of Pigs" 
“Haulin’, ballin,’and crawlin’ ” 
“Let’s skim the hymns and head for Ted" 

“OOOOO. . .Ahhhh. . .Oh, MORE. . . Harder 
.. .HARDER. . .Mmmmm. . .’’ 
“Non-stop to Doomsuille” 

“I told the catch to peddle snatch” 
“I’m fit to spit on this dingo lingo” 


1 have a warm yellow vegetable 
Garbage truck ahead 
I’m headed for Berkeley 
White walls 

I earn $300 a week and more 

Help me, I’m hurt 

I don’t believe you 

Run over that female hitchhiker 

Hit those freaks over the head with a beer 

Please move your rig over so’s I kin git me 
somma dat FRIED CHICKEN ova yonda 
Bears robbing a gallery 
Turn on your headlights 
d step on the gas 
I work banker’s hours 
Scrambled eggs on an English muffin 
Soup Bar ahead 
I’m driving a senior citizen’s bus 
I’m turning onto Highway # 2 
My rig has bald tires 
I’m transporting marijuana 
I’m being searched 
I’m eating bread and water 
My I.Q. is 12. 

This is your wife 
Driving into Death Valley 
Disabled Toyota ahead 

I’m horny as hell 
Driving through Watts 
I hope she’s into S&M 
Gay beach 

Driving up 42nd Street 

Let’s pass through New England and stop 

at Hyannis 

Hear the fun I’m having, you lonely schmucks? 
I’m speeding out of control down an incredibly 
steep hill without any brakes 
1 broke up with my wife 
Stud farm ahead 

I’m fed up talking in this asinine language 


Mi'ViyiV.H' 











South Africa’s 10 Richest Mercenaries 
John Vorster : Not Your Average Boer 
Christmas Riot Sales 


What's Cooking 
In South Africa? 


















































NEW JOHANNESBURG INTELLIGENCER 


Welcome Back? 


On Apartheid Day the 
Nationalist Government will 
take a major step towards 

as a free pardon is granted to 
all prisoners of English de¬ 
scent. Critics accuse the gov- 

Feelings ran high after the 
closing of the Johannesburg 

Ol 


the Riotous Assemblies Act? 
Will communist sympathiz- 

“Sure, they can let loose for 

next day they can go back 

Still there have been 
questions in Parliament from 
angry Afrikaans members, 
who fear the English will 
take advantage of the gov- 

Country Club, ^and there 


eiving word of Vorster’s pardon. 


6000 English members would 

Prime Minister Vorster 

my best* friends are Eng- 

When the news came out 
there were near-riots in 
Johannesburg as the English 
celebrated in typically unin- 

could be heard right to the 
city center. Police Chief Paul 
Groot waived aside com¬ 
plaints from angry neigh¬ 
bors. “This is a big day for 
them.” 

What about the Suppres- 

the bargain to fulfill,” insists 
English spokesman Ronnie 
Cheshire-Catte. “We have 
all sent Mr. Vorster a hand¬ 
written note apologizing for 

War. It was the least we 
could do.” 


Forbidden Conceptual Games 


A soldier runs past, fling¬ 
ing a hand grenade. Two 
blacks fall writhing to the 
ground. It could be a battle¬ 
field, street theatre, or a new 
window display in Bendel’s. 

“Experiments in Non- 
Being,’’ at the Van Oort Gal¬ 
lery, is all of these and more. 

established as a form of 
improvisation: now for the 
first time they have been 



had suddenly turned into a 
play by Arrabal. 

“Oh dear...” muttered 
Van Oort. “Could that be 
Doris?” 

We crawled silently toward 
the exit. Now I was acutely 
aware of biceps clenching, 

knuckles, the ebb and flow of 
muscular energy like spurts 

Of course! Suddenly the 

CC “ Wh«T rioters first in- 

Tlus work-in-progress is by a group of artists called The Yikes Cans 

hit me with the force of 

shocked,” admits Lesley Van 
Oort, whose spare features 
beneath his helmet give him 
the look of a Trappist monk 
in combat gear. “I found my 

is continually redefining his 
relationship with the envi¬ 
ronment?" cries Van Oort, 

sives. Paradoxically, as the 

thetic possibilities of the 
plaster itself—its wallness. 

revelation. By witnessing 

came aware of my relation- 

By isolating death within a 
gallery setting we can realize 

first met Andy Warhol.” 
Instead of taking the next 
plane to Zurich, Van Oort 

MsTo^e^d^ftTa 

Another explosion. An arm 
sails through the air, landing 
at our feet. I am dis¬ 
concerted. Somehow the 

not come out alive (“being”). 
But, as Van Oort explained 

public. 

He has been accused of 
using insurrection to make a 

it is a delicate probing of 

theatrical for the austerity 
that had gone before. It was 
as if Samuel Beckett’s Breath 

a growth process... even if 
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AGAMEFORTWO 
CONSENTING ADULTS 


devised by ROBERT ROMANOLI 
illustrated by SEAN DALY 

Ever wonder what’s making beddy-bye so banal? What lacks 
when you hit the sack? Do you find your lovers fulfilling their 
desire by eating a pizza roll and watching Midnight Special ? Well, 
what’s missing? I'll tell you: competition. The thrill of victory and 
the agony of defeat! 

Now you can turn your ordinary, fourth floor walkup into 
Olympic Stadium with ROX-OFF, an exciting new pastime based 
on the exciting old pastime, with one unique difference: there’s a 
winner and a loser. The idea of the game is to make your partner 
come before they make you come. Whoever comes first loses. 

Before you start placing bets, let’s explain this racy version of 
Beat the Clock. The game is divided into two parts: Foreplay and 
Hotplay. Players begin moving around Foreplay until one decides 
they’re ready for some tastier action, namely Hotplay. At this 
point they start collecting cards representing parts of the body 
and methods of stimulation. Upon reaching ROX-OFF they can 
cash in on what they’ve collected and try to make their partner 
come in a certain amount of time. 

You’ll need a few essential items before you begin. Namely, 
your favorite sex partner. The more you know your partner’s 
sexual attitudes and preferences, the better it is for you. Next, 
choose your favorite place to play: the bed, the closet, atop Mt. 
Rushmore. You’ll need one die, a clock to time the action, and 
any apparatus you would normally use to turn on your partner, 
such as dildos, whips, House of Pancake salt and pepper 
shakers. Next, cut out the 12 Bodyparts cards and the five Action 
cards and lie them all separate and face-up, next to the board. 
Cut out the playing pieces, place them on Foreplay, try to get 
your partner to sip a bit of ginseng, and we’re ready to begin. 






, Robert R 


collected, the 
ROX-OFF mus\ 
set of cards. 


COP A 

PUSH 

Select 

[Mood 

6IVE A 

VERBAL 

SUGGESTION 

DO WHAT 

YOU WANT 

WITH YOUR & 

TAKE OFF 

ONE ARTICLE 

OF CLOTHING 


GIVE A 

BACK 

MASSAGE / 

MS 

TAKEOFF 

ONE ARTICLE 

OF CLOTHING 

FROM YOUR PARTNER 

FLASH 

SEXY 

PICTURES 


PUT ON 

ONE ARTICLE 

OF CLOTHING 

y| < 

o) 


TART 


ten a player reaches ROX-OFF and 
cides to try to make their partner 
me, they may combine any or all ot 
sir Bodyparts cards with any or all of 


irds, several Bodyparts, and 
ty combination of fucking or 


playing pieces 




SECONDS 


baopch 

0 ) 005 ^ 

CAOO 
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LICK& I USE 
BITE APPARATU 
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"A good catchword 
can obscure 

_ _analysis 

for fifty years/ 7 



-Wendell Wilkie 


Volume 1 Number 2, 1976 



CELEBRITY SPERM AUCTIONED 


was a fraud from the start. 
It was all in good fun, but 
a fraud just the same. 

Celebrity Sperm was 
the handiwork of Joey 
Skaggs (“Giuseppe Scag- 
goli,” for the sake of the 
auction), whom you might 
















A MAN CALLED SUE 


service had to be initiated 

temporary bridge had to 
be built and 300 feet of 
track replaced; it took six 
cranes ten days to clear 
the canal of the twisted 

neer and his assistant suf¬ 
fered broken ribs. That’s 
$800,000 for the locomo¬ 
tive alone, $30,000 to 
$40,000 for each of the 
freight cars, $20,000 is 


claimed by the canal au¬ 
thority because 40 barges 
were immobilized by the 
blocked canal (an associa¬ 
tion of barge owners will 
lodge a similar claim), the 
Society of Bar-le-Duc An¬ 
glers is seeking reparations 
for 300 pounds of ex-fish, 
including 100 pounds 
which survived the soup 
but were killed during the 
dredging operation, and all 
those good people who did 


not get the goods the train 
was carrying to them will 
have to be compensated. 

The owner of the car 
(remember the car?) has 
insurance, however. 
Through School Teacher’s 
Cooperative Insurance, 
Gerard Gasson is insured 
for accidents. Gasson pays 
$33 a year for his insur¬ 
ance. Poor M. Gasson! 
Next year his premium 
will go up—to $38 a year. 



















MANSON, 
LOVELACE 
EARN PRAISE 




If the public figures kids 
choose to idolize is any in¬ 
dication of the nature of 
coming generations, we 
may be in grave danger. 
Then again, we may not 

One hero of five hun¬ 
dred 5th to 12th graders 
polled in a recent survey 
was the inimitable Linda 
Lovelace. And though you 
might think these kids a 
little young to be looking 
up to one of the finest giv¬ 
ers of head the silver-blue 


importance of giving and 
getting good head at these 
impressionable ages can 
only help spread joy and 
peace in the world. Behind 
the usual spate of sports 
figures, movie and televi¬ 
sion stars, Linda placed a 
respectable 40th. 

Only four slots behind 
Linda, however, was the 


DO JEANS 
CAUSE 
CANCER? 

More and more, everyday 
substances are being found 
to contain things that 
might bring on “The Big 
C”: cancer. The latest dis¬ 
covery will scare the pants 
off you. 

According to a toxicol¬ 
ogist with the Occupation¬ 
al Safety and Health Ad¬ 
ministration, there is evi¬ 
dence that indigo, the dye 
used in the manufacture of 
denim clothing, contains a 

your blue jeans are killing 



STRIPPING: For safety's sake. 


To escape the deadly 
dungaree, you can send 

to us at Hottype for test¬ 
ing. Or, you can forget the 
whole thing because the 
real danger is to factory 

cals in indigo dye during 
the manufacturing process. 


Man's Best 
Friend Gives 
Hard Head 

Rain, snow, sleet and darkness of night might not 
hamper Florida postman, Joseph Lucas, from making 
his appointed rounds, but a ferocious bite in the 
crotch will. Particularly when the bite is from a 
vicious dog and the appointed rounds are with his 

A Clearwater, Florida, jury recently awarded 
Lucas $14,000 for the pain (oh, the pain!) and medi¬ 
cal costs he incurred after having his chops brutally 
attacked and bitten (not completely off we assume) 
by a dog. Lucas’ wife, whose male service (at least 
from hubby) had been temporarily interrupted, was 
awarded $1,000. 



le lettuce. 

A Palo Alto, California, 
firm called Pharm Chem 
Laboratories says that 
medical literature indicates 

used medically. Enter the 
lettuce head. 

A mail order house 
(Natural Enterprises of 
Gaithersburg, P.O. Box 
2044, Gaithersburg, Md. 



enough. 

They sell the stuff for 
$4 a gram plus 50 cents 
for handling. But if there 
are any ill side-effects 
from smoking the sub¬ 
stance, you just might be 
the first to discover them. 
So toke, if you dare, with 

























DEATH LEADS TO TRAGEDY 


The ambulance ride of a 
New York City woman 
couldn’t have been choreo¬ 
graphed better if the Key¬ 
stone Kops had done it. 

The woman, Annie 
Brexia, had inexplicably 
fainted in her home and an 
ambulance was summoned 
to take her to the hospital. 
En route, the ambulance 
collided with a truck and, 

the ambulance doors 
sprung open spilling its 

bound Mrs. Brexia. The 
woman spent the follow¬ 
ing four months in the 
hospital for treatment of 
multiple fractures of the 
left leg and ribs. She 
checked out of the hospi- 

her doctor and spent one 





| HAVE PILL, WILL TRAVEL j 


Plastered Parrots 
Stopped at Border 























SWIMMING LEADS 
TO TRAGEDY 


As deadly almost as the 

blades at the end of a 
propeller shaft. That’s 
what rock singer Shawn 
Phillips must have been 
thinking as the spinning 
propeller blades of a 30- 

ming near caught his ex¬ 
tremely long hair. It 
looked for a moment that 
Phillips would be turned 


fish in the Mediterranean. 

Phillips escaped the 
deadly and merciless rota¬ 
tions of the prop just in 
time, but not before losing 

cut severely enough to re¬ 
quire several stitches in his 
head. The stitches will 
soon heal, according to re¬ 
ports, but the hair may 
take years to grow back. 


Obscene Phone 
Calls Flood Japan 


If you get off on obscene 
phone calls, you’ll appre¬ 
ciate the inventiveness of 
Japanese entrepreneur, 
Takeo Kazama. 

Motivated by news¬ 
paper stories about an in¬ 
scene calls, Kazama 

graphic-story” phone 
service. By dialing a listed 
phone number, potential 
customers are treated to a 
free sample. They hear an 


tickle the id. Then comes 
the sales pitch. 

For $3, Kazama gives 
subscribers an unlisted 
phone number which of- 

ing. The five-minute aural 
orgies are performed by 

weekly. If you don’t think 
the idea is a good one, just 
multiply the $3 fee by 
40,000 paid subscribers. 



SWEDISH PRISONERS GET FUCKED 



If you’re going to get your¬ 
self arrested at all, for 
God’s sake, get arrested in 
Sweden. Prison there just 
might be better than 
home. At least, you might 

Sweden is experiment¬ 
ing with the effects of 
cohabitation on prison vio¬ 
lence. Well, it’s not cohabi¬ 
tation exactly. It’s even 
better! 

ers are allowed to have sex 
with each other in special 

and, at specified hours, 
male and female inmates 
are allowed to visit each 
other’s cells. It’s better 


than cohabitation because 
you only visit; there’s not 
enough time to get on 
each other’s nerves. 

But before you go pant¬ 
ing off to Sweden remem¬ 
ber: this is just an experi¬ 
ment. So far, however, 
preliminary results point 
to the conclusion that sex¬ 
ual freedom in prisons 
does tend to have a “civil¬ 
izing effect” on the in- 

When people on the 
outside hear about the par¬ 
adise to be had in prisons, 
they just may start com¬ 
mitting more serious 
crimes and demanding 
























Men in Drag 
Safe From 
Heart Trouble? 


Worried about kicking 

cure, though still in the 
experimental stages, may 
have been found, and all 
it’ll cost is your masculin¬ 
ity. 

Drs. Anelia Uzonova, 
Estelle Ramey and Peter 
Ramwell, researchers at 
the Georgetown University 
Medical Center, Washing- 

sible link between the 
male hormone, testoster¬ 
one, and the formation of 
thrombi (blood clots). The 
doctors induced blood 

found that male rats had 
twice the death rate of 
females and that clots in 
males were twice the size 
of those in females. In 
humans, correspondingly, 

among men from 35 to 44 
than it is among women 


the same age. Testoster¬ 
one, the stuff that makes 

cause, the researchers be¬ 
lieve. 

They treated three 

trogen (the female hor- 

hormone increased clots, 
the female drug reduced 
them slightly, and the anti- 
testosterone treatment 
greatly reduced the occur- 

tive drug, though, has 
some side effects that 
might make it difficult for 
the public to accept. In 
men, it produces many 
characteristics normally 
associated with women, 

swollen breasts, loss of 
facial hair, and an uncon- 



SLEEPING LEADS 
TO TRAGEDY! 


William Elvin, 76, may 
very well have preferred to 
die in his sleep, but he 
probably never expected 
to become a traffic statis- 

In his rural home in 
Illiopolis, IH„ the elderly 
Elvin lay sleeping in his 
bedroom. About 2 a.m. one 
recent morning, Mark Blair 
drove his car off a nearby 
road and traveled some 


distance before reaching 
Elvin’s house. Apparently 
unable to stop in time, 

through Elvin’s bedroom 
wall and finaUy came to a 
stop after it had run over 
and kUled Elvin. 

According to pohce, 
the entire length of the car 
was inside the house and it 
came to rest atop Mr. 
Elvin. 



Outbreak of Marital 
Blissters in Buffalo | 

Divorce rates make it plain that people tire of married 
life more quickly than ever, but for a pair of Buffalo, 
New York, newlyweds there must be a place in the 
Guinness Book of World Records. 

At 4 a.m. one recent morning, Buffalo police 
spotted a man in a three-piece suit and a gown-clad 
woman having a knock-down, drag-out fight. “They 
were punching and kicking each other,” was the way 
one of the cops put it. The 19-year-old groom had 
been seen chasing his 32-year-old bride moments 
before the slugging began. They were recently mar¬ 
ried and had just come from a reception. But they 
couldn’t wait to get home to start enjoying the bliss 
of married life.. 

























Kids who play on railroad 
tracks must pose a serious 
problem in Great Britain 
because the British Rail 
system is undertaking a 

keep them away. The Brit- 

a film designed to put the 
fear 




i. The 


film opens with a boy or 


Swede Nails Down Another Record 

No, it doesn’t have a good 3,850 nails in a Goteborg, 
beat and you can’t dance Sweden, television station, 
to it. This record was Kastle may not get his 

made by one Stefan Kastle, name set in record-holder’s 
a Swede, who claims the bold type, however, be¬ 
tide of having laid on a cause he left .his pants on 

bed of nails longer than and had a pillow under his 

anyone in the world. head during the event. 

For twelve hours, Those nails are damned 

Kastle lay sprawled over sharp, after all. 

■ 'flu 


There’s a liberation move¬ 
ment for just about every 
variety of person. Homo¬ 
sexuals and women boast 
many such groups, short 
people have a club, and for 
every race and nationality 
there’s an organization 
that “looks after its own.” 
Three years ago another of 


oups i 


is forr 


bridge fantasizing about a unions and parents’ groups 
group of kids playing on before it can be shown to 
the tracks below. thousands of British 

One by one the care- schoolchildren next year, 
free, fun-loving kids are If they don’t approve, the 
knocked off by oncoming British Rail system should 
trains. Wham! Bang! Splat! consider putting it into the 
By the end of the film theatres. Sounds to us like 
many of the children are this one could be the big- 
either killed or maimed. gest box office smash to 
The film still needs the come out of Great Britain 
approval of educators, Rail in a long time. 


which finds its member¬ 
ship spread throughout all 
the others. It’s Uglies Un¬ 
limited. 

UU leader Danny Lee 
McCoy says that the group 
has received inquiries and 
letters from many coun¬ 
tries. “There’s a lot of ugly 
people in the world,” says 
McCoy. “I’m proud to see 
they’re finally coming out 
of the closet.” 

Though some of you 
may wish the uglies remain 
in the closet, the move¬ 
ment for physically unat¬ 
tractive people is making 

crimination against uglies. 
For example, according to 
McCoy, Northwest Air- 

rective lenses for their vi¬ 
sion to wearing contact 
lenses, while it allowed 
stewards to wear glasses. 
That regulation has been 
changed. UU has also filed 
complaints with other air- 

regulations that don’t bear 


We c 


throwing up 
sickness bags as some d 
faced stewardess gives 


jet 


























Lonely 
\\bmen 
Are the\Lssels 
of Time 
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Her body was pale 
and filled with light; 

she was an ice maiden from a far magical land. 



it, getting a little wobbly. He refused a refill. He wanted to be 
able to perform. He knew the rules. Get it up or get the hell 

So they went into the bedroom 

















Fashion centers in New 
York, Paris, and Warsaw are 
still in shock over the recent 
show by Goldstein, whose 
revolutionary style has hit 
with all the impact of raw 
meat thrown into a cage of 
vegetarians. 

For example, this splendid 
piece from the Goldstein 
Collection features the 
world's greatest logo in four 
rich, almost Fauvist hues 
against a backdrop of bold 
white. In the most daring 
move of all. Goldstein con¬ 
structed the back of the shirt 
in a solid field of the same, 
bold white. The neck hole is 
being viewed as a gesture to 
appease traditionalists. 

Goldstein, a true showman 
like all great designers, con¬ 
cluded his showing of this 
particular item by drowning 
the model. 

The only question remain¬ 
ing in the wake of this Gold¬ 
stein triumph: how many 
will be daring enough to 














































‘A woman’s place is in the home, unless she’s out 
doing woman’s work. Like stripping!” 









HH(f finnan 
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Celia always wanted to be a model. 
"Everyone always said I had the mind 
for it, which is funny because in 
school no one ever thought I had 
brains." For several months she'd 
been haunting the modeling agencies 
in Pennsylvania, filling out forms and 
going for interviews. "I never got any 
jobs, except once as an understudy 
for the Breck girl." Finally Celia got so 
depressed she decided to gather her 
high school graduation money and 
take a week in Jamaica. It was the 
best idea she'd ever had. 

As she was getting off the plane, 
Siwar, our photographer, saw her 
through the lens of his brownie and 
asked her to model for him-"a big 
job, to advertise sneakers in a maga- 


Siwar and Celia went down to the 
beach, to a small deserted inland cove 
just made for intimate sneaker shots. 
"I put on the sneakers, and then 
Siwar told me to take off my clothes. I 
was surprised, but he explained that 
the sneakers looked more dramatic 
without clothes." 





















While they were busily shooting 
away, a man in a palm beach suit 
came out to watch. After the shoot he 
introduced himself to Celia saying he 
was the owner of a New York dress 
firm and offered to put some clothes 
on her back. "I laughed and told him I 
really had plenty of clothes, but that 
since we were doing a sneakers ad, I 
didn't need any." 

Intrigued by her innocence, the 
dress manufacturer took Celia out to 
dinner and offered her a job modeling 
garter belts in his private office. 

“Looks like I’ll get to be a success¬ 
ful fashion model yet." • 



































1 


Women 
Who Have 
Known Me 




















Then there was Nora—I wouldn’t fuck her though she tried to seduce 
me in the apartment of her lesbian teacher. 


Womens Me 

(continued) 

That was the summer I learned to 
jerk off. It really was a surprise and a 
revelation when I handled myself so 

drop at the end of my glans penis. That 
summer, too, I found my sister’s expur¬ 
gated copy of Lady Chatterley’s Lover 
and jerked off at every occasion. I 
didn’t know that there were parts miss¬ 
ing from the book till years later. 

I walked with Lorraine, holding 

kissed her. I walked into a field with 
her and we sat down but I didn’t do 
anything more. Later, walking home, 

right on the black down-sloping 

One day I got so horny while walk¬ 
ing with my friend Isaac that I 
grabbed his hand and we walked hand 
in hand for a while toward the or¬ 
chard. But nothing happened. 

My cousin Yuss and I used to jerk off 

And then we would very carefully 
box. He also showed me what condoms 

called them. These he used to steal by 
the gross from the wholesale druggist 
on Rochester Avenue where he worked 

man’s helper, making deliveries all 
over Brooklyn. Some Saturdays I 
would ride with him. It was exciting. 
His father. Uncle Hersh, had “dirty 
comic books.” We used to jerk off to 
those too. Yussel had a terrifically long 
wang and made me feel vaguely 
second-rate. Sometimes we’d jerk each 

lose a chess game in 1941. We waited 
till Yuss had me checked and at the 
stroke of midnight on December 31, he 
yelled “Mate!” He, of course, was the 

think of that evening. 



My high school years were hard-up 
times. Miserable. Lots of walking on 
our roof and peeking through toilet 

College was a little better. Getting 
drunk at parties. I first fucked—a mar¬ 
ried woman and a rabbi’s daughter— 
in Williamsburg, standing up against 

late at night. “Here?” she asked. 
“Yeah.” “O.K.” And she dropped her 
her panties and Kotex on the floor. Her 

seen a man killed in a streetcar acci¬ 
dent. Gruesome. We did it once more 
in the front room of a friend’s house at 
a party. We just had time to slip our 
clothes on as his parents drove up the 
driveway. 

Then there was Nora—I wouldn’t 
fuck her though she tried to seduce me 

er in ? Greenwich Village. Her 
boyfriend was my best buddy and 
fighting in the Philippines. If he had 
been home or not my best buddy—but 



Dvorah seduced me soon after. I felt 
her breasts first under the back station 
boardings of the Brighton Line’s Bever¬ 
ly Road stop. They were large, warm 
and beautiful. So was she. She didn’t 
wear any brassiere! What an amazing 
surprise. I more or less moved into her 
off-campus apartment and once she 

@> 



tried to bite my foot off, and succeeded 
in tearing off the stirrup. I dismounted 
swiftly and have never ridden a horse 
since. There was lots of sand and fuck¬ 
ing there (in the sand) and sand got in 
my prick. The ground was full of straw 
and not too comfortable either, but I 

She hid me there in a backhouse for 
a week, until one day I made an ap¬ 
pearance at the dinner table as if I’d 
just arrived. My parents wondered 
where I’d been. I guess I should have 


Soon after, I met my first wife. A 
feisty, radical, Zionist bitch who 
threatened to leave me with no pussy 

from her boring, middle-classed, over¬ 
bearing parents. I succubusummed. 
The wedding—a gloomy farce. We 
separated soon after when I met the 
love of my life: a beautiful, neurotic lit 
major from Hunter College. We did 
the Village rendezvous scene, but then 
she left for Paris. 

There were various exciting lays a la 
boheme. One with a Norwegian moth¬ 
er, another with a red-headed, crazy 
Reichian who objected to the way my 
mouth sounded when I ate. Anyway, 
she had trichomoniasis. A beautiful 
mother of two who got pregnant with 
my child. A tiny-mouthed, small- 
breasted dentist’s daughter from Syra¬ 
cuse. A fat, lovely-faced Jewish girl 
from Brooklyn who ate candy bars in- 

Her friend, a svelte Spanish girl, 
named Denise. 

Then The Fucks began and my luck 
cascaded. The time we broke the cot 
backstage at the Orpheus Theatre. 
Lola in the Calm Thyself bookstore- 

juice—in the back. Marian upstairs 




























NEVER BEFORE OFFERED 
ON TV. 



Special Charter 

Subscription 

Offer! 

Subscribe now, anctbe one of NATIONAL SCREW'S 
exclusive band of bona-fide Charter Subscribers. 
NOTE: This offer will oof—I repeat: NOT— 
beiepeated. Now will be your only, chance 
to tftke advantage of this once-in-a-lifetime 
offer. Unbelievable? You bet! Sp act today, 
-before it’s too ;latp. ’ jj • , 

Herp are just feom^ of the things you 
sw\W not be receiving as a 
NATIONAL SCREW Charter 
Subscriber: 

1) An autographed hologram 

of: Al Goldstein. - . i 

2) A thread from the T-shirt - , 

worn by Njlarlon Brando in 

A Streetcar Named Desire. 

3) A-free copy of Walter Cronkite and Me., 

' t>y Chevy Chase:' / y 

4) A date with Lyle Stdart. 

5) Onp genuine subway token. 


And that’s 


I you get your order postmarked before midnight, you 


) A 4-recorcJ set of Anita 
Bryant’s greatest hits. r 
) A 45 rpm recording • 
recreating the 1958 World 
Serips, featuring the; 
voices of Yd(\Brynner 
and WefonfcaUake. 

) An all-C|penseADaid trip 

nd, as an added bdnus, as ' & 
bon as we receive ypur order 
re will send you'what NO OTH ER 
hagazine IN THEWORLD dares " 
b offer: a-subscription 
\> NATION ALSCREW. 


Time is ruhning out, so—for your 


i Charter Subscriber to NATIONAL SCREW. 

_12 issues for $20 _24 issues for $36 


Make check or money order payable to: NATION AL SCREW. 
Mail subscription to: NATIONAL SCREW, 

120 Enterprise Avenue, Secaucus, N.J. 07094. 

(For subscriptions mailed to other than the U.S., Canada, 
or AFO, see page 3 for appl icable rates.) 

































Ed and Diana begin 
so do the Kelly broth- 





SMUT 
FMM 
TIE MSI 






























































Feminine Fuckabflity Test. ^ 

Just sat back and snickered as she took the hard knocks. 

gird your loins and get on with it. 


Fuckability 
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ICAL TECHNOLOGY 
HAS ADVANCED TO 
THE POINT OF BEIN'' 
ABLE TO CURE Wh„. 
EVER AILMENT THE 

DECEASED HAD SUC¬ 
CUMBED TO... AND OF 
COURSE ANY DAMAGE 
WHICH MAY HAVE 

PROCESS. 

THIS NEW METHOD 
HAS MANY BENEFITS 
OVER TRADITIONAL 
ATTEMPTS AT IMMOR¬ 
TALITY THROUGH 
CRYOGENICS, AS THE 
SUBJECT NEED NOT 




















































Enough people were arrested for marijuana 
in 1973 to empty the whole city of St. Paul, Minnesota. 
Don’t you think it’s time we stopped ? 








































